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Bodom Beach Christmas 


"Allu, be carefull You're gonna falll" Janne called from the kitchen as he watched Alexi struggle to reach a 
taller branch on the tree. Standing on the chair didn't give him much leverage so he had taken to digging out a 
ladder from the garage. It wasn't in very good shape, wobbly and unstable from age. It rocked under the small 
musician, causing him to lean awkwardly to catch his balance. A small sparkling bulb was clutched in his hand 


that was now reaching out for the branch again. It was a present from his mother to honor his first 


Christmas with Janne. 


"Allu!" Janne exclaimed, this time walking over to the unstable ladder. Alexi swung his arm out again, this time 
catching the branch with the ornaments hook As predicted, the ladder tipped to one side and the guitarist 
slipped off, letting out a loud series of curses until he realized he was in a familiar warm embrace rather than 
on the floor. "Please be more careful. I'd rather not have to take you the hospital on Christmas Eve.. again" 
The keyboardist groaned at the thought. For the last few years, he had been dragging his partner to the 
hospital countless times near the holidays. He always seemed to get a call around this time of day from a 
frustrated Alexi that had somehow managed to injure himself halfway through the walk from his old 
apartment to his parents' house. Last year he was angry and broke his toes kicking a tree. The year before, 
he slipped on a patch of ice and rolled down a hill, cutting his face up pretty badly and taking a blow to the 
head. 


Janne kissed the top of Alexi's head before pushing him to his feet and pointing to the ladder, implying it 
needed to be put away. After a few minutes, the guitarist came back into the house nearly covered in snow 


from the short time he spent outside. He shook like a wet dog, throwing snow everywhere and creating small 


puddles at the door. 


"I found this by your car." Alexi held out a perfectly wrapped present with the ribbon slightly crushed from 
the fall it had apparently taken earlier that day. "I think you dropped it when you went to see your parents. 


‘Oh, that's one of moms!" Janne took the present, looking it over for a moment. He then searched frantically 
for his car keys and coat before turning around to see a very confused Alexi. "Ill take me an hour at the 


most, Allu, | promise! I'll just drop it off and come right home!" 
"Ill come with you!" 


"Someone has to take the food out of the oven Just take it out when the timer goes off. You can eat as 


much as you want if I'm not home yet" 


"Deal." Alexi never turned down an opportunity to eat an entire dinner himself, especially if Janne was the one 
cooking. "The weather fuckin’ sucks though, be careful." He was already halfway to the kitchen, eyes fixated on 


the timer as the smell of food made him almost drool. 


"I will. Ill be back soon | love you." With that, the door shut and the crunching sounds of tires on fresh snow 
could be heard for just a few seconds before the car was too far away to hear. Alexi watched the timer for 


a couple more minutes before concluding that 45 minutes was just too long to stand in one place. 


Flopping down on the couch, he noticed a box on the table that had been there since morning. It was filled with 
paint jars and small paint brushes. On the other end of the table sat two clear glass bulbs with their tops 
removed. Janne had brought home some kind of kit to paint their own Christmas ornaments, forgetting about 
Alexits lack of art skills. He insisted he would think it was beautiful no matter what, though Alexi couldn't help 
but think it was more like a parent sticking their child's bad drawing on the fridge just to make them feel 
better. He eyed the kit for a few moments before turning on the TV instead He wanted to wait until Janne 
came home to do anything they had planned to do together. Except dinner, of course. 


One Christmas movie later, the oven timer went off and the guitarist bolted to the kitchen to grab the food. 
He overflowed his plate before settling on the couch again to shovel down the food. After two more Christmas 
movies and almost the entirety of dinner, he began to get worried. He pulled out his phone to check the time. 
Three hours had gone by since Janne left. Where was he? 


As if on cue, his phone began to vibrate. 


"Janne? Where are you?" 


"lm stuck in traffic because of the snow. | don't know when I'll make it home. I've been in the same spot for a 


fucking hour!" 

"But. but the ornaments.2" 

"Go ahead and make yours if you want to." 

"But its getting late." 

"Go to sleep if you're tired. | promise lIl come straight to bed when | get home. Please don't wait up for me 
TEE 

"Ive got to go, Allu. | love you’ 


"Love you too." He held the phone to his ear long after the call had ended, finally placing it on the couch next 
to him. What was he supposed to do? What kind of first Christmas was this if they werent even together? 


Alexi gathered up the rest of the food and placed it in the fridge. He had already arranged everything on a 
plate in case Janne wanted to eat it when he got home, all he would have to do is throw it in the microwave. 
He sighed, grabbing one of the glass bulbs off the table and sitting on the floor with it. He also picked up one 
of the small brushes and a couple jars of paint. Red, black, and blue. He wasn't sure exactly what he was 
planning to do with the design. Beautiful wasn't exactly his style and his mood had turned rather sour in the 
last few hours. He started by carefully painting a few blue stripes on the inside, though his hand became 
wobbly and the lines ended up curved. He tried again, this time curving them the other way. After a few more 
attempts with the black paint, he got frustrated and opened the red. This time, he tapped the brush on the 
edge of the opening, sending splatters of paint all over the inside. It began to look like blood splatters, which 
only encouraged him to continue. Once the brush had become too dry to splatter anymore, he held the bulb up 
to the light. Perfect. 


He placed it on an empty branch on the tree and peered out the window, hoping to see headlights in the 


distance. Instead he just saw darkness. 


Shutting off the TV, the guitarist decided to drag himself to the bedroom and try to get some sleep. It seemed 
that Christmas Eve had been ruined for him. 


"That guitar is gonna freeze in the trunk" Janne shook his head, cranking up the heat in the car. He had made 
a fair amount of progress on the route home, but had come to another stopping point. It looked like he wasn't 


going to move any time soon, so he popped open the trunk and got out of the car. 


He lifted a large instrument case out of the trunk, slamming it shut. He then placed the case carefully in the 


back seat of the car, opening it to inspect the guitar and ensure that none of the strings had warped or 
snapped from the temperature charge. It still sat perfectly, all black off-V body with pinstripes running along 
the outline. Deep red for the outside stripe, almost blending with the black, and a more blood-like color for the 
inside stripe. The frets were marked with sparkling block letters that spelled out COBHC on each fret they 


were placed on. 


The case closed with a small thud and the clicking sounds of the locks on either side. Janne got back into the 
car, adjusting the temperature to make sure the instrument wouldn't be harmed on the way home. After what 


seemed like eternity, he pulled into the driveway and quietly brought the case into the house. 


Alexi had to be asleep, all the lights were off and it was quiet. The keyboardist examined the painted ornament 
on the tree after turning the light on, smiling at the simplicity of it. He had promised to come straight to bed, 
but he couldn't suppress the urge to create his own ornament. Another couple hours passed as he painted 
very sharp, intricate lines to form dull silhouettes on one side and brightly colored guitars on the other. When 
it was finished, it looked as though it had been custom made in a factory rather than thrown together in one 
right. He placed it next to Alexi's ornament before bringing the guitar case to rest under the tree. He propped 
it open and sat it in front of all the other carefully wrapped presents so it would be the first thing the tiny 
guitarist saw when he walked into the room. With that, he made his way to the bedroom, cuddling against his 
already sleeping partner. 


For the first time in a while, Alexi was the first of the two to wake up. He sat up slowly, blinking his vision 
clear and looking at the clock. It was still before noon, that was a new record for getting up early. Janne was 
still sleeping peacefully next to him and he couldn't stand to wake him up after getting home so late. Instead, 
he got comfortable under the covers again and tried to sleep for a bit longer. 


About an hour later, he woke up again, this time too anxious to wait. He shook Janne's shoulder, only being met 
with a motionless figure. He shook harder, getting a groan and some mumbled curses in response. Frustrated, 
he looked around the room for anything that would help him. His eyes fell on the window and the layers of 
snow outside of it. He pulled on an older pair of shoes and opened the window, carefully crawling out of it and 
into the cold. He grabbed some snow and packed it into a rather sturdy ball, then aimed it at the open window. 
After sizing up the toss, he threw the snowball into the bedroom, hitting Janne right on the back of the neck. 


"What the fuck?!" Janne jumped up, swatting at the cold snow running down his neck He looked around 
frantically for the source, noticing Alexi outside practically dying of laughter. His stunned faced quickly turned 
to a grin as he pulled on a jacket and stepped into his boots. "You litle shit, I'll get you for that!" He then went 
for the window, though climbing out of it wasn't quite as easy as it was for Alexi. 


"Oh, shit!" The guitarist tried to run, but found himself being tackled onto the cold ground and wrestled with in 
the snow. "No, wait! | give! | give! Can't we just open presents?" He begged, laughing and trying to struggle out 
of his trapped position. 


"No, you're the one that wanted to start a fight." They keyboardist replied with a smirk, kissing Alexi's nose 


before throwing snow in his face and taking off in the opposite direction. 


"God damnit, its so fuckin’ cold! Motherfucker!" He exclaimed, wiping the snow off of his face and standing up. "| 
surrender!" He held his hands up and grinned, snow hanging in his hair and soaking through his clothes. 


The two climbed back through the window to take off their soaked clothes and put on dry ones instead. They 
both shivered for a few minutes before the warmth of the house warmed their bodies up to room 


temperature again They looked at each other, laughing and shaking their heads at their childish behavior. 
“Alright, you wanna open presents now?" Janne asked, heading towards the bedroom door. He didn't need a 
response, Alexi was already halfway down the hallway by the time he finished the sentence. "Wait for me!" He 
called, walking into the room that was now bright with sunlight and the blinking lights on the tree. 


“Janne! Is this.. did you.. when.?" The tiny musician was already hunched over the guitar case, instrument in 


hand, and inspecting every last detail. 


"They barely finished it by Christmas. Next time I'll have it made a little earlier." The keyboardist smiled, 


sitting behind his partner and wrapping his arms around him. 


Its perfect, | love it! Thank you!" Alexi swung his head back to rest on Janne's shoulder, sitting his new guitar 


in his lap. Janne pulled him closer, giving him a few kisses before letting him play with his new instrument. 


"Merry Christmas, Allu." 


